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A moment later he had gone, and Anarkali
found herself gazing at a diamond which sparkled
with a great brilliance.
Outside the guards were noisily changing their
positions on the battlements.
*                 *                 *
AT moonset the Circassian attendants came for
her and in a jewelled dhooli she was carried secretly
from the palace of the Ruler of Mewar. In the
shadow of a spreading peepul tree the Prince Salim
received her. A short distance away the camels
were impatiently sniffing the chilly air.
Salim's face, illuminated by a torch flare, im-
mediately attracted Anarkali. She had swiftly
learnt something of his history from her Kashmiri
servant. She had heard how the mighty Akbar
had sent him with a message ordering Pertap to
surrender the kingdom of Mewar and to attend as
a vassal at his new capital, Fatehpur Sikhri. She
had heard that Salim frequently flouted his father,
that all the luxuries of the Orient were common-
places in his experience. And here he was at her
side, tall, well-built, the handsomest of Akbar's
progeny.
With a courty gesture, he assisted her on to her
mount. His brown, half-cruel eyes were pleasant
in her sight; his low carefree laughter held her
spellbound. Through the dark, deserted streets
they rode, until the blue lake and the marble
palaces of the city vanished wraith-like in the mist.
Soon they had come to the realms of prickly pear
and cactus, where the wild peacocks screeched